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After reading several of Eugene O’Neill's 
earlier plays , f wrote the following impression 
using a dramatic form. Not being able to call 
it a play , I chose to entitle the scenes as moves 
rather than acts. Readers unacquainted with 
O’ Neill’s works , need not feel lost, for my final 
goal was to create a mood and the symbolism 
is not necessarily based on O’Neill’s plays. I he 
dialogue in scene four , however , bears a close 
resemblance to ideas expressed by various O’Neill 
characters. 

Pat Berhman, ’60 

Man: Life is to live. 

Period. Gods are 
dust catchers,. 

Yes-no. 

MOVES IN SEVERAL SCENES 

Scene One: Man is polishing his golden 

God and crying in angry, frightened sobs as the 
thin plate chips off, uncovering a soggy mildew 
of nineteen centuries. The mold crumbles. Odors 
of blood cesspooled in rubbery hearts and rot- 
ting stenching souls locked in coffins with no 
place to go makes Man vomit through clenched 
fingers, splashing his golden God. Hot tears 
are wiped with puke-covered hands. Man be- 
gins to whimper. He tries to push the plate chips 
back into his shattered God, but the mildew 
absorbs the shiny fragments and grows and 
smells. 

The melody of “Life is Just a Bowl of 
Cherries” is heard in the background, played 
on a honkey-tonk piano with variations in 
loudness. A brittle sound. 

Scene Two: Piled in teetering towers as 

though a child had been playing blocks, clumps 
of cubed-shaped objects fill the stage. 

The cubes are of various sizes and are painted 
black. One or more sides are covered with frag- 
ments of black and white photographs. The 
torn pictures are of modern and ancient build- 
ings, fences, the constitutions of countries print- 
ed in the original language, Emily Post’s book 
on etiquette, enlarged verse sections from the 
Bible and the photographs of Henri Cartier- 
Bresson. Other pictures representative of civiliz- 
ed man may be used. 

The only lighting is produced by neon ad- 
vertisement signs. The ads are for “Perma- 
Starch.” 


A row of smiling identical kewpie dolls lines 
the front of the stage. 

Throughout the scene Another Man con- 
stantly re-arranges the fallen blocks. He has a 
happy useful-feeling attitude, occasionally smil- 
ing at his own cleverness and perfection. 

During his activities, Another Man stops. 
The neon signs are turned off, and the stage is 
completely darkened. Another Man stands in 
front of a dropped projection screen. A single 
spotlight produces his shadow on the screen. He 
measures its length with a ruler. The stage is 
again darkened. Another Man hums the first 
bar of “Life is Just A Bowl of Cherries” ai 
the neon sign begins to flicker on. He continues 
his piling. 

He builds a fence of blocks. One by one, he 
places the kewpie dolls in his construction. 

Scene Three: One prop comprises the scene. 

An enlarged hollow wooden form of man is 
bisected, showing a caked inner lining. There 
is a constant flaking process from these internal 
walls. Sand grains and dust particles fall from 
the sides and settle in the hollowed legs and 
feet, giving the figure a heavy, immovable base. 
The flakes are symbolic of the genes of man- 
kind. 

Scene Four: A tea party. The guests are 

seated in a row of straight-backed chairs ar- 
ranged against the back wall of the stage. Each 
person holds a tea cup and saucer, extending 
the pinky finger. 

The faces of the guests lack expression. After 
each bit of conversation, all guests smile simul- 
taneously. The smile should be a quick, false 
movement. No guest looks at the speaker, but, 
instead, keeps his eyes fixed straight ahead. In 
order to speak, a guest must raise his hand. All 
others simultaneously turn their heads towards 
the speaker to indicate consent. 

Individual guests begin to speak: 

. . . my sex in paper mache. Legs chafed by 
dry brittle intimacy.” 

(all smile) 

“Lie, lie, lie, not lay, but lie. And with a 
little sniff, a little sivb, we have life. Lie, sniff 
“fe” and we have life. All right everybody. 
Readv — Lie. sniff “fe” life! 

(all smile) 

“So the big mistake began, this guy said, 
when some stupid ass forgot to make God a 
woman. We wonder why the pain and agony, 
why this grand inherited misery. With a 
Mother-God there’s the reason, the relief of the 
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expulsion, the pain but yet the love. To be 
comforted by a flat chested hard Father-God — 
heaven's Boss Man. No wonder life is one big 
backward mess. That damn stupid two thou- 
sand year old blunder.” 

(all smile) 

”so life isn’t my big lover anymore. She 
doesn’t even think I’m funny. The chemicals 
still go racing around. I relax and let them. 
Monkey glands lead on to new romantic love! 
The sexy Don Juan waiting for the right 
electrical impulse!” 

(all smile) 

Scene Five: Word Man Speaks: “I don’t 

love life because it’s the pretty icing cake. I don’t 
love life because it wears fancy stuff. I’m a lover 
that wants the deepest ugliness. I love life naked 
and raw. Even in nakedness, life is the only 
true love, the ugly beautiful ugliness, that I 
love. 

Melody of “Life is Just a Bowl of Cherries,” 
played with a sweeter sound, starts as lights 
dim. 

(curtain) 


THE VOLUME OF THE 
MAST-HEAD 

Nat-stinch t ’60 

L 

the volume of the mast-head 
created the thoughtwind that 
breezes through the void, 
the voyage turns to you and in 
the thunder of the sterile rock 
symplegades crashes with the 
pebble-like intuition of the 
lowing sands beneath the roar. 

II. 

stand still you. 
the brushing invention of 
ink lines the dual page as 
you begin anew the song 
of the reap. 

as you turn to leave the volume of the 
inner sea echoes to us both. 


book-store! book-store ! 


or 

Saga for a cover 


anonymous 

In the greenblue hill was the little 
green school-house, with a room 
of leafy covers. “No, you 
must leave your sixpence before the 
words are yours.” 

SUDDENLY revision number one: 

“the book is yours my dear, without 
an up-down-payment.” 

WHY MUST THE LITTLE GREEN 
SCHOOL-HOUSE 
BEG FOR ITS MEAL? 

We need a larger room, with stem covers, 
and musical covers and covered covers. 

We need the need to make the little green 
school-house ROSERED. 

“Begin with a bibliography of minds.” 
action will change the leafy room into 
a room of life: 

SUDDENLY revision number one. 


Desecration 


Carroll J. McRoberts, * 60 

whisper breeze . . . shhhh 

softly, now 

sift 

the embers 
shift the ashes 
sing sweetly 
as you fill 

the youthful mouth 
of Past 
with particles 
of Death 

of a thing that burned 
too fast. 
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MAGIC 


THE RAINBOW-SILK 


Ann Monroe Stinchcomb , ’ 60 

A star is my witching power tonight: 
fortunes told tomorrow will convince me: 
fallen stars will rise; 

night will cry that earth and man will rise; 
the world expands into the atmosphere, 
how big can one man be? how tall? how brave? 
shrink now and bend your back to follow in 
the paths 

of silent gypsy people. 


waiting 

Natalie S . Robins , ' 60 

waiting becomes the sword of day, 

broken only by the ageless wave of night. 

you might muse, but thinking 

leads to the rapier of Dreams. 

so you kneel by the fallen brook 

and ask of the timetree: 

“when will the be of now appear V* 
a drift of breeziness can answer: 

“now retreats until the will 
returns in waitful peace/' 
with a common shadow behind you, 
you fall within the drift, sightless 
to the gust before you. 
as afternoon appears, the sword 
falls to the side, only to be seen 
again in a daring stream 
of night wind. 


A STONE QUARRY 

Pat Berman, '60 

Dust rose from the trees in a thick yellow cloud 
Dulling the summer leaves, 

And matched the bleached stalks 
Rustling like parchment 
In a hot August breath. 


CURTAINS 

Carol Livingstone, 61 

It wasn’t that Marilou was not a good sport. 

I got to know her quite well during the long 
winter of our freshman year, and, living in the 
same suite with her, 1 spent a great deal of time 
talking to her about the usual things college 
girls discuss — home, Uaeir boyfriends, where 
uiey wisd tdey a gone to school instead, what 
mey want to do after they graduate. Marilou 
wa 5 a brilliant, glamorous, sophisticated girl, 
ana i guess her mg mistaKe as far as human 
relations went was maiang no effort to hide it. 
iiii Marilou needed was a little understanding, 
but most college freshmen — scared, insecure, 
homesick — have no understanding to give. It 
is too easy to withdraw into the crowd and 
point. 

i’ll never forget the first day of the year. 
Late in the afternoon of that warm day when 
the year was just beginning to burn itself out, 
the other girls had just bidden their last weary 
good-byes to over-solicitous parents and were 
beginning to talk, sneaking covert looks at each 
other, when in walked Marilou. To say the 
least, she was striking. She glowed with golden 
tan that was just a few shades darker than her 
burnished long hair, and despite the day’s gluey 
humidity, her black linen sheath showed not a 
wrinkle. Feeling sweaty and dishevelled, we 
looked out through the door at a solid fort of 
luggage, and then back at the girl. After a 
short silence, she spoke her first words to us. 

“I’ve got to have more closet space.” 

The other girls hated her on sight. Somehow, 
I felt drawn to her. I was the “grind” who was 
avoided more and more markedly as the year 
wore on, and the two of us, the pariahs, became 
close friends within a matter of a few weeks. 
Although we were quite different, we had one 
thing in common, and I was always flattered 
when she came into my room to talk. She really 
had a wonderful sense of humor; it wasn’t that 
she couldn’t take a joke. She was just sort of 
moody, and I think the girls picked the wrong 
time to tease her. 

One afternoon in January, one of the girls 
told Marilou that the reputation of her beauty 
and charm had reached the girl’s brother at 


Tech, and that he was dying for an introduction. 
He was passing through that night on his way 
home for the weekend, the girl said. Would 
Marilou like to meet him? They produced a 
picture, for the brother actually did exist, and 
told Marilou again how anxious the boy was to 
see her. 

Dostoyevsky once wrote that the most vul- 
nerable part of a human being is his vanity, and 
I am afraid that was especially true of Marilou. 
She spent all afternoon and most of the evening 
in preparation for her appreciative audience, even 
skipping dinner to set her hair. What happened 
when Marilou, dressed to the teeth, was told 
that it was all a joke, is something too painful 
to relate. I can only say that I felt I had seen 
something no human being should see. It started 
as a joke, although rather a mean one; but it 
wound up as something quite nakedly ugly. 

After the visible storm had passed, Marilou 
conducted a private little storm, drawn out over 
several weeks, in my room. “I’ll show them!'' 
she would expostulate, grinding out her fifth 
or sixth cigarette on my floor (I really didn’t 
mind). “I’ll make them sorry they ever set 
eyes on me!” That was a funny thing to say, 
because she knew she had accomplished that al- 
ready, one stifling day in September. But I hated 
to see her get so upset. 

The days went more quickly, and now Mari- 
lou spoke of nothing else. I tried to keep her 
from dwelling on her revenge so intently, but 
she would not listen. After the semester holi- 
days, I thought the subject had been forgotten, 
but one night she turned from the window 
through which she had been frowning, and told 
r e that she had hit upon a plan. 

“I will pretend,” Marilou announced, “that 
I am going insane.” 

This might seem laughable to the person 
who did not know Marilou, but I did not find 
it in the least preposterous. / knew her. She 
would convince them. But neither did I think 
it would make an especially good joke, for I felt 
a sudden uneasiness in my throat. How determ- 
ined she looked! 

She began that night complaining of violent 
headaches, which, of course, provoked little 
sympathetic reaction. Quite systematically, she 
began going into longer and longer periods of 
depression and silence. The silken-coated voice 
that had so often been heard raised in turning 
an exquisitely sarcastic phrase or in singing the 
lyrics from the latest Broadway musical, was 


seldom audible. Often she sat on her bed, prop- 
ping herself up with pillows, and, after lighting 
a cigarette, stared fixedly at a point on the op- 
posite wall while the ashes fell unheeded. 

Marilou put an unheard-of amount of time 
and effort into what should have been a joke; 
but actually, with her it had long ceased to be 
a mere reciprocation for the malicious little trick 
that had been played on her so long ago. Her 
homework went neglected while she thought of 
little details that would never have occurred to 
most people; bringing books from the library 
on mental disorders and reading them with fas- 
cination, even with horror (it would not have 
been incredible for Marilou to know that she 
was going insane; for, self-centered person that 
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she was, it is likely that she would have been 
the first to suspect) ; “forgetting” little incidents 
that she should have remembered, and forgetting 
them convincingly; even going to bed early so 
that, while the other girls were still awake, she 
could pretend to be moaning in her sleep. 

The results were dramatic. They began to 
talk among themselves about how oddly she 
was acting, to mention (tentatively at first, then 
in more definite terms) their ideas concerning 
what was happening: it was unbelievable that 
they all could be so guileless. Marilou had begun 
her “project” in February; by the last of April, 
there were few on our hall who doubted that 
she was going out of her mind. Her dramatic 
abilities had warmed to their now-accustomed 
part, and, considering that the others did not 
hear her crow her jubilant songs of success, it 
was indeed no wonder, after all, that they be- 
lieved her. Her eyes had taken on an almost 
constantly glassy expression; at times, her speech 
was nearly incoherent: but most terrifying of 
all, her long periods of staring into space un- 
blinkingly had reached the point of such ulti- 
mate concentration that she did not even start 
at a sudden loud noise. Marilou had poured her 
whole being into her one aim of vengeance, 
and she seemed more brilliant than ever, for is 
there not a theory that genius is the tremendous 
capacity for concentration? There is also the 
theory that genius is akin to madness, but then 
one is thinking in circles .... 

One achingly-lovely spring night, I had re- 
turned from the library to the main room of the 
suite, which was shared by Marilou and five 
other girls and myself, to find it dark. In one 
of the back rooms I could hear the last streamers 
of what must have been a heated argument, and 
what had certainly been one with many partici- 
pants. As I stood fascinated, my eyes focused 
in the dim room on a pair of lovely rainbow- 
silk curtains fluttering at the windows. Marilou 
had mentioned having bought them on an im- 
pulse that afternoon, but I had not seen them. 
They were poignantly-lovely ; they were spring. 

I had not meant to eavesdrop, but as 1 stood 
looking at the curtains, the content of the con- 
versation in the back room began to take shape 
in my consciousness. They were debating what 
to do about Marilou, and as I crept down the 
hall, listening, the argument turned to planning. 
Apparently the girls in favor of direct action 
had won out: they were going to see the dean 
the next day, for now even those who had had 


reservations about the validity of Marilou’s con- 
dition had capitulated. And this is what gave 
me a pang of physical repulsion: they were en- 
thralled: they were fascinated: they were de- 
lighted. For the second time I was ashamed to 
be one of them. What vultures human beings 
are! How eagerly, and with that thinly-veiled 
enthusiasm they pounce on each other's weak- 
nesses! 1 looked in at the faces of those girls, 
harshly lit by the concentrated glares of study- 
lamps, and I realized that the joke should have 
come to an end long ago. 

I found her in one of the basement study- 
rooms in the library where I had left her, half- 
heartedly doing a French assignment, and I told 
her of what I had heard. I did not tell her about 
the girls’ faces. She raised dull eyes to look at 
me, and I realized how very tired she had be- 
come. Now she could have her vengeance. I was 
glad that it was almost over. 

“Is it time?” she asked, tonelessly. 

“Yes.” 

I had been disappointed in her reaction, for 
she seemed to have lost the spirit with which 
she had begun the thing. But as we mounted 
the stairs to the rooms, her eyes began to glitter 
feverishly. She walked in and stood in the dark- 
ened room by the windows. I turned on a small 
bed-lamp and went down the hall to call the 
girls in the back room. They were sitting silent- 
ly, just as I had seen them last. 

“Marilou has something to tell you. She's 
in the front room,” I said, and then I went 
into my own room and closed the door. This 
was something I did not want to watch. Still, 
as the minutes ticked by and I heard no sounds 
from the front room, curiosity drew me to the 
door, which I opened slightly to listen. There 
was only one sound: a faint noise such as 

the one made by fingernails scraping over a 
blackboard. I crept into the hall and peered out 
at the people in the room. I could only see the 
girls’ faces; they were immobile. Their eyes 
were all fixed on one point, from which the 
sound seemed to come. 

Leaning around the corner, I could see Mari- 
lou standing by the windows, facing her 
enemies. Her eyes had that glassy look with 
which I had become so familiar; as far as I 
knew, she had not spoken a word, although 
her mouth was moving strangely. And in her 
hands, torn to shreds so small that they might 
have been lint, were the lovely rainbow-silk 
curtains. 
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ERICA 


MARY ANNE JOHNSON 


MORNING 

Ann Monroe Stinchcomb, * 60 

Rise sun with glowing charm; 

Destroy the night in whose sad grasp 
I lie, a morbid slave. 

Today must be as bright as that rich fire 
Which leaps with all the wealths 
Of a past-love morn. 


This morning light must burn me 
With flames a passionate star can never 
If this new day, new sun, and heat 
Can make me quake with pagan senses 
Then I can revel in a gay fiesta, 
Singing, there will be joy-tomorrows. 


shoot. 

keyed. 
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Evelyn Eaton 


The Epaulet is proud to present in this Spring 
issue two poems by Mrs. Evelyn Eaton, who 
teaches the Creative Writing Workshop at Mary 
Washington. She is also on the faculty of Sweet 
Briar College. 

The ballad which appears in this issue is the 
title of her newest novel, which will be publish- 
ed in September by Random House. 

COMMITMENTS 

‘Til come no more to this enchanted wood," 
chill 

ran through the grove, surprise 
silenced the birds 
and set a desolation in our eyes 
who heard the words. 

At length a tree grown taller for her acolade, 
stretched in new poignancy of this, the last , 
replied: "because of some commitments that she 
made, 

certain delicate spells she cast, 
she will 

come many times to our enchanted wood, 
pass her forever, part of sun and shade, 
visible only to the gay and good." 



I SAW MY MORTAL SIGHT 
(Ballad) 

Down on the wharf all weathers 
watchin the water by, 
done with all my druthers, 
there set I, 

givin no mind to people 
nor to come-and-go, 
jest to what’s in the ripple, 
jest to the river’s flow, 

set there safe all season 
till one chancey night 
wantin any reason 
I saw my mortal sight, 

glimpsed her face in the river 
swccpin by afraid, 
plunged right in to save her, 
despert drowndin maid; 
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never thought to reckon 
how 1 couldn’t swim, 
went where 1 saw her beckon, 
ctiuggied her back to him, 

— him? — as was a’standin 
on the wharf, I think, 
who took her from my handin 
and left me here to sink. 

She has his arms around her 
where they do belong, 
she’s laughin as I flounder . . . 
the river's freezin strong 

naught could endure that's human 
and as I’m swept away 
safe on shore a woman 
mocks my drowndin day. 


Note :T his is supposed to be sung to a guitar . 
It is a folk ballad of the shores of Nova Scotia , 
on the Bay of Fundy, ivhere the river meets the 
sea and the water is so cold the fishermen pur- 
posely don’t learn to swim . for if they are swept 
overboard, they will freeze in a matter of min- 
utes , and to swim makes the struggle longer. 


THE GREATEST OF THESE 

Jerre Britt , ’60 

Old Maria sat on the porch of her cabin, 
rocking slowly. Her wizened black face might 
have been carved from a peach seed, but for the 
motion of her mouth sucking on her pipe. When 
she exhaled, the smoke floated upward, the 
same soft gray as her crinkley hair. In the 
deepening twilight the coals of her pipe glowed 
bright red — red like the flannel rag she wore 
around her neck, her badge of authority, origi- 
nally that of conjure-women, long since forced 
by white authority to be changed to that of 
mid-wife. 

Every evening she sat on her porch rocking 
like this: it was her time to think out her cares 
— cares pronounced by the Yemassee darkies 
with two syllables so that it sounded like a 


softly diminishing chord. It seemed to her that 
lately things assumed far greater importance 
than they had when she was young — “Lawd, 
when wuz Ah young?” She drew deeply on 
her pipe. Suddenly she saw herself at seventeen 
— a lithesome dark-skinned girl in a sun-colored 
dress, running across a strip of narrow beach. 
Her pale-soled feet flew up behind her, scatter- 
ing the fine sand. Where had she been going? 
Now she remembered and as clearly as then the 
rich cries of the Gullah oystermen drifted across 
the inlet: 

Buh Rabbut, wuh duh do dey? 

Grabble tettuh fuh de nyoung gal: 

Tettuh dutty muh finguh; 

Nyoung gal tek un fuh laff at! 

She had heard them all, but she had seen but 
one, Ebo. She belonged to him, and soon they 
would share a cabin and she would cook his 
food and give him children. With the thought 
of children her stomach had tightened with 
yearmng, and to ward off the evil she had quick- 
ly rubbed the flannel rag that even then had 
symbolized that she was different from the rest, 
the only child of an African Witch Doctor. 
Ebo, with the beautiful strong body, did not 
understand her gift but proudly helped to bear 
its problems. He waded to shore from his bateau 
and, laughing, swung her high into the air; she 
laughed also — the cackling sound of an old 
woman. The noise startled her, and for a 
moment the rhythm of her rocking was broken. 
She sighed; perhaps things were harder . . . 
now that Ebo was dead. But there was no 
cause to worry about him, for she had carefully 
tucked into his coffin, when the preacher’s eyes 
were closed in prayer, a snake skin, which would 
most certainly scare off the evil spirits. Also 
she had strewn his grave with pieces of broken 
pottery and bits of bright colored glass to insure 
his peaceful rest. 

From the river came the noisy voices of 
children who were waiting for the moon to rise 
so they could see to cast their shrimp nets just 
once more before the tide flooded the inlet and 
washed away the sand islands upon which they 
stood. These rounds drew Maria back to her 
greatest care, the little girl Rose, who was sleep- 
ing on a clean cotton pallet inside the door. 
From the first she had never been quite right. 
“Tainted, ” the darkies whispered; why, her 
mother, in the agony of birth and death, had 
screamed to Maria that she had seen the Platt- 
eye, to Gullah Negroes the most feared of evil 
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spirits. Afterwards, Maria, whose greatest sad- 
ness had been her barrenness, had fallen heir to 
the baby. It seemed as if God had taken Ebo 
and then sent this child to comfort her old age. 
She was too perceptive an old woman not to 
recognize that the progressive listlessness in the 
child was abnormal. So when the white nurse, 
Miss Bradley, had come on one of her biannual 
visits and had pronounced in her crisp profes- 
sional voice that the child was an idiot, she had 
not been surprised. “Now then," the nurse had 
said, “You will want to put her into the state 
home as soon as possible. You’re too old to care 
for a witless child, and anyway it has been our 
experience that cases of this type usually die 
within their first year.” The old negress, used 
to the ways of the nurse, was not disturbed. 
She always listened to her advice, gravely nod- 
ding her head, “Dat’s right, Miss Brad’ey.” 
Nevertheless, when the white woman had ex- 
amined the medical supplies, instructed the old 
woman in the use of some new instrument or 
medicine, and gone, Maria continued to do as 
she was accustomed. Miss Bradley knew that 
her instructions were ignored, but she pretended 
ignorance to the fact. Thus, with each main- 
taining her role, the modern teacher and the 
instructed primitive, there remained between 
them an unspoken bond of respect. This re- 
lationship had nearly come to an end the 
time that Miss Bradley arrived unannounced 
the day before her regular visit. She knocked at 
the door but, receiving no answer, went to the 
back entrance. There she saw through the cabin 
window Maria with one of the new instruments 
on the table before her. “At last,” she thought, 
“I’ve won! She’s going to use the forceps.” 
Then she saw what they were going to be used 
for — in the old negress’ hands was a rusty tin 
of sardines. Pressing her lips tightly together, 
she returned to her car and sounded the horn. 
Maria soon appeared at the door to welcome 
her in, and there were the forceps, slightly 
bent, back in their usual place. 

The rhythm of the squeeking rocker grew 
slower as she thought of Miss Bradley. Tomor- 
row on the child’s first birthday the nurse would 
be coming again. This time she would demand 
that the application for admittance to Grace- 
wood, the state home for mentally defective 
children, be signed. She spoke into the night, 
“Da ain’t no ober way. Dey’ll come when deys 
re’dy an’ tek ma lam’.” In the distance a dog 
howled and a sand gnat buzzed drowsily in 


her ear; she took a deep breath, got up from her 
rocker, and went inside. Lifting the mosquito 
net, she lay down beside tne child and tenderly 
caressed her small head. 

Early the next morning Miss Bradley ar- 
rived in antiseptic white. She left her car 
and walked toward the porch. Maria met her 
on the steps, handed her the already signed 
paper, and silently re-entered the cabin. The 
nurse, mildly surprised at the ease with which 
she had achieved this victory, turned to go. 
In a spot of sunlight she saw the child, cradled 
between the roots of a gnarled water oak. “Why, 
hello there,” she said as she stooped to examine 
her. Suddenly a large red and gold butterfly 
attracted by the glimmering ray of sun fluttered 
before the little girl. She reached up her hands, 
and a smile seemed to transform her blank 
features. “Here in the woods, with the things 
that can bring you love . . . this is where you 
belong,” Miss Bradley said aloud. She took the 
papers from her pocket and tore them into 
small pieces. They wafted gently to the ground, 
through the still outstretched fingers of Rose. 


FORTUNE 

Natalie S. Robins, ’60 

a nightflow of slaughter was brought about 
by a sudden ending of avenues: 

I buried the moon in a sanded tree and hurried to 
the festival of dark. 

a voice lingered on its way to the path 
of the lost wound, and then echoed 
into a death shrill. 

an answer was changed into a windy calling 
finally ending in a march of rhapsodic tappings. 
“ wrap the world within nets of night ”, I cried , 
in a final attempt to draw my only day 
into an eternal ribbon of nightfortune. 
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HOWL TOO 


Sue \V hidden, J 60 

On reading HOWL, by Allen Ginsberg 


On the rain-washed in April snow-drifted 
Campus 

1500 women working science art lit men why aren't there any 
will someone tell me (beards are out of style this year — but) 
GINSBERG howls regards sunflowers via Zen 

anyone for Oriental phil red wine dharma 

bumming? 

BEAT beat BEAT .... why are all the prophets so old 
gone are the days 

wishing 

why can’t we get what we want when we want it how 
we want it when 

ginsberg hail thou art first among writers of the new 
poetry equals prose equals nothing 
I am with thee in the sacred halls of the west 
floor-lying poetry reading “Sunflower Sutra” wave of sterile 
words 

words 

In the beginning is the word and in 
the end 

Seeking for meaning young innocent children of the new 
dawn of America of the world man’s hope lost amid the 
sterile ashes of 

jazz readings 

new novels hot off the press be shocked 
as you never were before by a myriad myriad Salingers and 
Scott Fitzgeralds 
and GINSBERG 
futility 
“How 1” 

for the lost for the young for the glitterized for the 
road crawlers of the old young-pretending rebels of 
the new Prophets of Youth 
Collegiate worlds go for it 

anodyne miltown of the soul 

and of the heart 

Ginsberg! the children of the dawn are awake 
Ginsberg! they need not your cry of anguish and warning 
you say, but i have a message 
why then couch it in such unnecessary terms? 

why boast of your vocabulary 
the young know of it 
too. 
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MAPLE AVENUE INGA KUUN 


THE PARTY 


Anne Butler, ’60 

Smile, Dear — just sit here and smile until 
your face cracks. Be bright and pleasant — and, 
oh, do smile. 

I sat there and smiled at the two old men 
hanging on the wall. One of them was tall and 
thin and looked as if he’d worked hard all his 
life and was enjoying his beer. German beer, 
I guessed, looking at the mug. He was brown, 
sun-brown, all over — even his clothes. The 
other man, sitting across the table from my 
thin friend, was fat, but not jolly. He contem- 


plated his beer: just sa_ there and contemplated 
nis German beer. A^i.i.jr or them was smiling. 
The background was red and blue — very bright 
and pleasant — but neither of them was smiling. 

So I sat there, too; just sat there and con- 
templated my Scotch. But I was smiling. 

The room was an notes and words and shots. 
Garner and philosophy and Scotch. No German 
beer, just Scotch. And cigarette smoke. 

“But how can anybody hope to prove the 
existence of God, unless he frees himself from 
the stranglehold organized religion has on 
him ?” 

“Now, Dahling, you mustn’t carry on so 
about it. You know very well that people need 
organized religion. It’s a thing with some peo- 
ple.” 

“But people are just afraid, that’s all. Well, 
what is there to be afraid of — except oneself, 
and I’m certainly not going to destroy ME.” 
“Dahling, do turn up Garner. This passage 
is simply from Dreamsville.” 

“But, Dahling, you must read this book. It 
says so much.” 

“Like, Man, it talks to you?” 

“Well, you know it was written by the same 
man who wrote that other thing years ago 
and you know this one must be marvelous, too.” 
“Yeah, Man, like it talks to you?” 

Smile — just sit here and smile. Contemplate 
your Scotch and the two old men hanging on 
the wall. And smile. 

“But you know that we are all alone. Every 
man is isolated, trapped within himself. This 
group-mania is just a way to escape from our- 
selves. You know that.” 

“Of course, we’re all isolated. But isn't that 
good, really? I mean, like the main thing in 
Life is getting to know ourselves and if we 
weren't isolated, how would we ever get a 
chance? Like, I don’t mind being alone. As long 
as I have ME, what does it matter, after all?” 
“Dahling, just a weensy bit more Scotch for 
me. Just a weensy bit, now — you know what 
it does to me.” 

“But, Dahling, Spinoza’s philosophy was 
pantheistic. You know that.” 

“Craaazy— like, Man, that makes me a god- 
part.” 

“Well, you must admit that that is ideal- 
istic.” 

“No, Man, I don’t admit anything. Not until 
(Continued on Page 16) 
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THE CEMETERY 


Carol Livingstone , 'bZ 

Cold and wind-penetrated I stand 

Among the silent dead 

All about me loom 

Chiseled 

Completed 

Forgotten 

Righteous tributes to those who have stopped 

Here is a granite obelisk 
DIED 1905 

NUMBERED WITH THE SAINTS IN 
HEAVEN 

And the knowledge of what dreams may come 
Is only one earth-level away 


Beneath a small cross, plastic flowers 

Wax stamens supplicating someone 

To release the imprisoned beneath them 

Lie with unhealthy brilliance 

Fuschia 

Orange 

Gold 

Placed in recent commemoration 


(Not tax-deductible) 

And watered, quite unnecessarily 
With tears of glycerine brightness 

Wind-stung and frosted 
in the graveyard 

Where the earth’s new mounds bulge in protest 
Against this fresh disturbance 
T here is a rain-faded wreath 
Pink -ribboned 

FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH 
But how quickly the living weary 
Of the new game! 

For is it not debatable 
Whose lot is better? 

Yes 

And the graveyard’s gain is not only peace, 

For the silence, here in the bitter sun 
Strains against my ears 
T autly 

Expectantly, as if waiting only 

For one clear note 

To deliver its intensity into a new 

A different 

Song 

These the dead 
Have found at last in waiting 
The purpose that we the living 
Can never know 



ANIMALS 


MARY ELIZABETH LOTT 
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The Party 

(Continued from Page 14) 

I know myself, and can be absolutely honest 
about it. No, Man, I don’t admit anything 

I got up and walked across the room. He 
was standing there, leaning over the record 
player, hands flat against the wall and feet 
planted wide apart. He had quietly withdrawn. 
He was drunk. 

“Man, don’t bother him. He’s digging it. 
He’s digging that God Garner.” 

He was drunk. For him, this was all there 
was, really. Me and Johnny Walker, this party 
and philosophy. I knew why, but it didn’t 
really matter. I walked back across the room 
and sat down. And smiled. 

“Oh, existentialism can’t possibly last. That’s 
just too much responsibility for one person to 
have.” 

“Yes, but don’t you think we feel a need for 
responsibility? I mean, like we need it?” 

“Well, of course, we need it — that’s been 
psychologically proven, that we need it. But 
are we prepared to take it, just because we need 
it?” 

“Dahling, I simply must pad out and cut 
some z’s tonight. Thank God no hangover from 
Scotch.” 

“Oh, but, Dahling, we don't die — you know 
that. Our souls are immortal — at least, mine is, 
because I have faith in that.” 

“Like, Man, I had faith in Santa Claus, too.” 

“But, Dahling, don’t you understand? All 
the great philosophers have said that our souls 
are immortal. And you have to have faith in 
them/' 

“But, Man, it’s not my soul I’m worried 
about — it’s ME, Man, I’m worried about.” 

“But, Dahling, why worry? Life — is but 
a hill of beans . . .” 

“Yeah, Man, with 99 per cent of it spent 
violating the Pythagorean maxim.” 


I sat there, trying to contemplate my Scotch. 
I wasn’t doing so well. 1 looked at my sun- 
brown friends hanging on the wall. I smiled at 
them and raised my glass — Cheers, friends. 
Neither of them jmiied. They didn’t even look 
up. 


HURRAH FOR ANYTHING 

By Kenneth Patchen 

Jerre Britt , '60 

“ Hurrah For Anything," says Kenneth Pat- 
chen, and so will you, when you have read this 
delightful new book of verse with illustrations 
by the author. Patchen, whom James Laughlin, 
of New Directions, has called “the most com- 
pelling force in American poetry since Whit- 
man,” writes these poems of tender and reveal- 
ing nonsense about everything from “The 
Celery-Flute Player” to “The Cowboy Who 
Went To College.” 

It is refreshing to find among modern poets 
one who is not so concerned with sinister pro- 
phecies of destruction that he has forgotten how 
to make us laugh at ourselves, as in “The 
Careless Little Spy.” 

“There was a careless little spy 

Who carried the Secret Code in the same 
briefcase 

With the Master Plan and a wad of dance- 
hall tickets; 

Which may explain why some very Big 
Wheels 

Are running about on their rims this 
morning.” 
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Isn't it exciting. Sue... hcnr many of 
the girls are having June weddings? 

It* 3 heavenly, , .but thank heavens for 
Wamsutta Supercale sheets and cases, 
or I'd run out of shower ideas'. 

Everyone knows Supercale is the most 
luxurious sheet you can buy. ..and 
those divine new styles make them 
perfect gifts'. I'm giving "Versailles?' j 
to Eloise. . .that' s the new piped and 
scalloped hem design... and for Jill I 
think "Marie Antoinette" , with that 
marvellous new printed hem, would be 
terrif '. I only hope that by giving 
everyone else beautiful Supercale 
fleets, they'll take the hint when 
it' s m^ turn for bridal showers'. 

Love that Supercale '. 


*■ — i 
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Wamsutta Print Dress of 
Dacron-Cotton Voile by NANCY GREER 
at all SAKS FIFTH AVENUE STORES 


WAMSUTTA MILLS, Dept. S74, 1430 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y., 

Division of M. Lowenstein & Sons, Inc., makers of Wamsutta Debucale^, 

Wamsutta Heritage Towels, Babycale crib sheets, fashion fabrics for men, women and children. 


Fashion First 


Scotty’s 

^ From 

Pastry Shop 77 , « Fashion Plate 

806 William Street 

1009 Princess Anne Street 

Phone ES 3-6117 

Fredericksburg, Va. 


Specialists in 

CAMPUS SPORTSWEAR 

Miller’s 

Specialty Shop 

818 Caroline Street 
Fredericksburg, Va. 


Phone ESsex 3-5407 

The Record Shop 

210 George Street 
Fredericksburg, Va. 


Meet Your Friends and Classmates 


Garrett Radio 


at 

Willis Drug Store 

1015 Caroline Street 


FOUNTAIN SERVICE 
DRUGS COSMETICS 


& 

Television Co. 

1411 Princess Anne Street 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 
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Compliments of 


(£^(l)e$Z Bottling Co. 

Fredericksburg, Virginia 
ESsex 3-6684 


Colony Studios 

918 Princess Anne St. 
Phone ESsex 3-4567 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 


Compliments of 

R & S Snack Bar 

Fountain Service 
Sandwiches 

Powhatan St. at the By-Pass 
Curb Service 


Ranch House 

At long last the new 
Ranch House 
is opened. 

We cater to college students and their 
dates. ‘‘Horse stalls" galore! 


New York is 
Wonderful 

Especially 
when you live 
at the 

BARBIZON 

For Women 


Make the most of your stay in New York City, 
whether you’re working or going to school. At The 
Barbizon, you’ll meet the nicest people — young 
career women, many of them your own classmates, 
more than likely. And you’ll enjoy a radio in every 
room, TV if you like, solarium, library, music stu- 
dios— even a swimming pool! Plan to make wonder- 
ful New York more so, at The Barbizon. 


On the Smart East Side... New York's Most Exclu- 
sive Hotel for Young Women. Daily from $4.50 
Weekly rates on request 



Lexington Ave. at 63rd St., N.Y.C. • Write for Booklet B 
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THE MARY WASHINGTON EPAULET INVITES ITS READERS TO 


WIN A FIN 


from 

LIMERICK LAUGHTER 

A New Monthly Contest Sponsored and Judged by the Epaulet Staff on Be- 
half of our Back Cover Advertiser. 


Put a little sunshine in your life. Put 
some cash in your pocket. Enter the Epaulet 
“Limerick Laughter” contest. It’s easy. It’s 
fun! You have three chances to win. Here’s 
how the contest works: 

The Epaulet will award $5 for the best 
limerick submitted with an empty L&M cig- 
arette pack. Another $5 will be paid for the 
best limerick submitted with an empty Ches- 
terfield pack, and a third $5 for the best lim- 
erick submitted with an empty Oasis pack. 
Ten (10) honorary mention limerick winners 
will receive Happy Talk game, the new hi- 
larious word game. 

At Quantico the coming of spring 

Is not marked by the bird on the wing 
But by each Lochinvar 
Setting forth in his car 
Intent on a Fredericksburg fling . 

O pity the plight of Farouk 

Once a king now not even a duke 
But he still gets big pleasure 
In true kingly measure 
With a Chesterfield in his Chibouk . 


Write your limerick on any subject you 
choose. Enter as often as you wish, but be 
sure to accompany each limerick with an 
empty pack of L&M, Chesterfield or Oasis 
cigarettes. 

This contest is open to all Mary Washing- 
ton students and faculty members. Entries 
must be mailed to The Epaulet, P.O. Box 
1876, College Station, or delivered to The 
Epaulet office in Madison basement. The 
deadline is May 20, 1959. 

So enter now, and enter as many as you 
like! The samples below show you how easy 
it is to write a winning limerick. 

An astronomy student named Lars 
Discovered while studying Mars 
With an L ft M smoke 
He could always evoke 
A great deal more taste and it's low in tars. 

A maiden who d never been kissed 
Kept wondering what she had missed 
'1 11 she smoked an Oasis 
And just on that basis 
She settled for its Menthol Mist. 





> 


r 

} 



Herding steers across the range 
you'// find a man 



This sun-drenched top-tobacco’s 
gonna mean . . . 



Driving cattle! 


Desert sun ablaze! 



Takes big pleasure when and 

where he can. ..Chesterfield King! 



That you’re smokin’ smoother and 
you're smokin’ dean! 



Pounding leather 

rounding up the strays ! 



Only top-tobacco, full king-size, 
For big dean taste that satisfies! 


Join Me men who know - NOTHING SATISFIES 
LIKE THE BIG CLEAN TASTE OF TOP-TOBACCO 
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EXTRA LENGTH 

top-tobacco 
filter action . . . 
tops in friendly 
satisfaction! 


KING 


WBsm, 


Ml 


© Liggett & Myers Tobocco Co. 


